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Observation  Poem 


He  went  out  one  night  for  an  observation. 

The  moon  was  bright, 

The  wind  did  blow-- 
Fused  with  all  Creation. 

He  breathed,  touched,  listened,  to  see  what  he  could 
The  air,  the  rocks, 

The  far  off  howls, 

And  called  it  poetry. 


James  Nikkei 


Faith 


In  southern  Mexico's  western 
coastal  range, 

the  bus's  clutch  scattered  itself 
across  a winding  road. 

After  two  hours  another  came, 
full  and  slow, 

"No  have  room.  Especial  bus  come 
for  you." 

We  believed  that. 


see- 


Benjamin  L.  Harder 


Re-vision 


We  are  the  pumpkins 
spilling  our  guts 
for  you 
seedy,  silky 
crisp  to  the  slice  of 
guided  steel. 

We  bear  the  violence  with  patience 
the  slash  and  hack  and  scoop-- 
stripping  us 

you  give  us  the  sight 
of  madmen. 

Just  remember,  you  butchers 
you  dreamers 
the  mystery 
in  our  cockeyed  grins 
can't  hold  a candle 

to  the  manic  surge  of  life 
that  swells  a seed 
flattened  bullet 
to  vegetable  sun. 


Greta  Hiebert 


Spoon 


Silver  smooth 
it 

silent 
me  opens 
to  swallow 


Fork 


Point  Four 
stuck 
s tuck 

s tuck 
slide 
green  pea 
to  me 


Knife 


blunt  butter 
frozen  smashes 
violent  still 


david  gundy 


Mom,  have  you  seen  the  title  for  this  poem  anywhere? 


much  of  my  composure  when  I met  her  parents 
to  say  thank  you 

to  cover  my  mouth  when  I coughed 

to  say  excuse  me 

my  manners  at  the  restaurant 

the  combination  to  my  sister's  lock 

my  room  key 

loose  change 

a change  of  underwear 

that  pink  and  red  worn  together  is  frowned  upon  in  this  society 
where  I put  my  shoes 
to  set  my  alarm  clock 

the  meeting  with  my  professor  for  which  I was  twenty  minutes  lat 
the  arrival  time  of  her  flight 
his  birthday 

to  look  at  the  graffito  my  friend  told  me  is  on  the  wall 
above  the  second  toilet  at  the  depot 
my  name 

to  brush  my  teeth 
to  look  both  ways 
I can  cry 

I am  susceptible  to  colds  and  flu 

I am  not  always  right 

what  the  hell  I'm  doing  here 

habits  are  hard  to  break 

cussing  is  a bad  habit 

this  woman's  first  name 

her  husband's  last  name 

that  my  parents  mean  well 

what  my  parents  mean  when  they  say  well 

to  say  please 


James  Nikkei 


the 
white 
sheet  is 
filled  with 
growing  black 
ink  that  makes 
the  blank  page  a 
striped  zebra  stand- 
ing on  the  hot  desert 
with  a dust  cloud  rolling 
in  and  over  the  stripes  until 
the  view  becomes  a black  sheet 
being  filled  with  growing  white  ink 
that  makes  the  blank  page  a striped  skunk 
standing  on  the  forest  floor  with  a snow  cloud 
rolling  in  and  over  the  stripes  until  the  view  becomes 
a white  sheet  being  filled  with  growing  black  ink  that  makes 
the  blank  page  a striped  zebra  standing  on  the  hot  desert  with 
a dust  cloud  rolling  in  and  over  the  stripes  until  the  view  becomes 
a black  sheet  being  filled  with  growing  white  ink  that  makes  the  blank  page 
a striped  skunk  standing  on  the  forest  floor  with  a snow  cloud  rolling  in  and 
over  the  stripes  until  the  view  becomes  a white  sheet  being  filled  with  growing 


Dori  Esau 


Patches  on  Asphalt 


Use  ta  be- - 

life  was  out  in  front  of  me, 
like  a road  them  loggers  make 
into  new  woods. 

The  first  five  years, 

I made  my  own  way  'til 
the  school  board  made  me 
go  learn  things 
that  made  no  sense 
and  mattered  less. 

Their  ideas  was  stuck  on  top 
of  things  I knew  better-- 
patches  on  asphalt: 
filled  in 

but  soon  the  whole  mess 

just  a big  pothole  in  my  brain. 

No  sense  in  all  these  things: 
you  people  tryin' 
to  build  a super  highway 
in  my  head 

where  there's  only  room 
for  a one-lane  bridge. 

Diana  Torline 


A day  in  the  life 


Wait!  What  time  is 

the  sky  really  falling 

down  into  the  White  Rabbit's 

hole  world  in  his--HER  hands  caressed 

the  smooth  porcelain  until  she 

vomited  the  evening's  fluids 

and  call  me  in  the 

Monday  morning,  so  good 

to  me  world 

peace  is  the  ultimate 

Frisbee  tournament  on  the 

green,  green  grass  of 

marijuana,  dope,  it's  all  the 

same  time,  next 

year's  over  I'm 

done . 


Melanie  K 


MacLaren 


Reflections  of  an  erstwhile  blond 


En  la  clase  de  espanol 
it  was  disclosed  to  me 
by  class  consensus  that 
my  hair  is  brown,  and  not  short. 

Reminds  me  of  the  time 
a patient,  at  a loss,  peed 
in  his  glass  of  Enrich 
and  told  the  nurse  who  offered 
it  to  him,  "That's  not 
what  it  appears  to  be." 

Now  I stand  at  the  mirror 
and  study  my  opposite,  and  think 
who  I have  been,  and  would 
those  others  know  me  now? 


Greta  Hiebert 


A Naked  Body 

A naked  body  lies  chest  downward 
On  the  ultraviolet  tanning  bed. 
An  average  body, 

Not  too  thin  or  overfed, 

I'm  sure  desired  by  her  man, 

But  what  about  the  tanning  bed? 


Brownies 


Make  no  little  pans; 
they  have  no  magic 
to  stir  men's  blood  and 
probably  will  not  be  baked. 

Make  big  pans ; 
aim  high  in  calories 
and  size,  remembering 
that  noble,  dark  chocolate 
once  baked  will  never  die, 
but  long  after  we  have  consumed 
it  will  be  a living  thing, 
asserting  itself  with 
evergrowing  insistency... 
around  our  hips. 

(with  apologies  to  Daniel  H.  Burnham) 
Diana  Torline 


James  Nikkei 


The  Golden  Boy 


He's  the  golden  boy  of  our  little  school 
He's  kind  to  all;  lives  the  golden  rule 
Has  a golden  girl  in  his  small  home  town 
She'll  wait  for  him  'til  he  comes  back  down 
He  makes  golden  grades  in  all  his  classes 
His  family's  wealth  insures  he  passes 

Meet  the  golden  grad,  now  he's  gone  back  home 
With  all  his  friends  he  won't  be  alone 
When  his  golden  opportunity  knocks,  he'll  hear 
He's  been  prepared  to  succeed,  year  after  year 

Then  the  golden  coast,  lead  a golden  life 
Have  golden  kids  with  his  golden  wife 
Throw  golden  parties  on  the  golden  beach 
Out  west  in  California  it's  all  within  reach 
Take  a golden  job,  make  golden  cash 
Buy  golden  coke,  smoke  golden  hash 

But  his  golden  kids  are  failing  school 

"Grade  rich  like  poor"  is  now  the  rule 

And  his  golden  money  is  running  out 

When  the  mail  comes  he  knows  what  it's  about 

And  his  golden  wife  has  another  man 

They  have  golden  sex  whenever  they  can 

Gold  won't  tarnish,  dull,  or  rust 
But  ash  begets  ash  and  dust  begets  dust 
Time  can't  be  stopped,  and  neither  can  fate 
And  our  golden  boy  dove  off  the  Golden  Gate 


Keith  Neufeld 


Grey  Lady 


There  is  a tower  by  the  shore  of  a distant  sea 

Where  lives  a Lady-mage  so  fair  and  free 

Who  sings  songs  of  magic  in  the  cool  moon  light 

And  whispers  sweet  enchantments  through  the  star-lit  night. 

She  catches  silver  starlight  in  her  long  black  hair 
And  weaves  it  into  wishes  which  shine  through  the  air 
And  she  sings  softly  spells  as  she  dances  on  the  sand 
And  she  rules  as  a star  in  the  elven  land. 

I watch  from  my  dreams  as  she  turns  on  the  air 
I see  her  land  lightly  on  feet  strong  and  fair 
I hear  her  soft  words  and  they  call  me  away 
To  escape  in  the  night  and  abandon  the  day. 

The  World  of  my  waking  is  dismal  and  gray. 

From  my  dreams  I can  see  the  land,  ancient  and  fay 
Where  the  Lady  stands  high  in  her  tower  of  stone 
And  I silently  scream  in  my  cell  alone. 

There  is  a room  in  a tower  on  a distant  shore 
Where  a Lady-mage  sits  on  the  old  stone  floor 
And  sadly  I sigh  as  her  light  fades  away 
And  I sleep  out  my  sentence  in  a world  of  gray. 


Joel  Ewy 


Fi renight 


Fall. 

Things  once  suspended 

slip  to  earth: 

leaves 

moisture 

spirits 

darkness . 

We  light  a fire. 

We  watch 
damp  demons 
exorcised . 

Sizzling  osage 
hisses  and  sparks. 

The  Fourth  of  July 
in  miniature  explodes 
between  us  amid  the 
smoke-steam . 

The  earth  bowl  we  sit  in 
telegraphs  each  sound. 
Listening,  we  hear 
owls  call  each  other 
plaintive  as  loons, 
our  hearts 
and  the  soft  bump 
of  hedgeapples 
on  the  ground. 

Diana  Torline 


A1 

one  in 

a dark 

room , 

Ly 

ing  in 

a sing 

le 

bed  , 

Dream 

ing  of 

him 

• 

he 

comes 

# 

Invading 

me . 

My 

dream 

begins 

to 

shatter 

he  wi 

11  conq 

uer 

• 

An 

o ther 

comes . 

He 

Iping 

me . 

he 

is  de 

s troy ed 

by 

Another 

My 

dream 

is  com 

ing 

togethe 

I am 

saf  e . 

An 

o ther 

s tay s . 

Invading 

me . 

Dori  Esau 


Hoops 


Hula  hoops  and  kewpie  dolls. 

Steel  shoe  skates  and  grade  school  halls. 
Dick  & Jane  / Jack  & Jill 
Popeye,  Olive  Oyl,  Cap'n'Bill. 

Jumping  rope  and  schoolyard  chants. 
Ball'n'jack  and  first  romance. 

Hide  & Seek/  Joan  & Dan 

Icebox,  hang-a-man,  kick  the  can. 

Earring  hoops  and  traffic  cops. 

Miniskirts  and  high  school  hops. 

Pat  & Dick/  Jackie  & Jack 

Hangten,  Bobbie  Brooks,  Niemens  / Saks. 

Smoking  dope,  give  peace  a chance. 

Vietnam  and  bellbottom  pants. 

John  & Paul  / Lay,  lady,  lay 
Lucy,  Lady  Bird,  LB J . 

Through  the  hoops  and  ivy  walls. 

Paper  chase  and  late  night  calls. 

Tom  & John  / Mike  & Rob 

Roger,  Jeff,  Kirk,  Bill  and  Bob. 

Losing  hope,  we  join  the  dance. 

Give  up  the  search  and  find  romance. 

Mr.  & Ms.  / Man  & Wife 

Grad  school,  children,  brave  new  life. 

Campbell  soups  and  doctor's  calls. 

Diaper  change  and  climbin'  walls. 

Dad  & Mom  / Can't  & Can. 

Wendy's,  Mother  Goose  and  Peter  Pan. 


*?«* 


Dick  & Jack  / Jane  & Jill 
You  think  it  can ' t 
You  know  it  will. 

And  so  it  goes 

We  spin  in  space. 

We  stand  in  line. 

We  lose 

our  place. 
We  talk  in  sign. 

We  speed  the  pace. 

We  come  to  go. 

We  wait  for  grace 
...and  never  know. 


Diana  Torline 
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Sunset 


Crimson 

celestial  lava 

flows  across  a gray-blue  sky 
reddening  the  clouds. 

Night  coolness  sidles 
the  horizon 

edging  out  the  embered  sun 
extinguishing  its  fire 
making  room  for  stars. 


Lois  Deckert 


Forever 


Forever  and  ever  I am  yours, 

My  pure  love's  not  for  others,  but  for  you. 

The  moon  lit  evening,  the  pearl  like  dew  drops  are  cool, 

Choosing  all  the  beautiful  red  roses  of  the  wonderful  spring, 

Only  for  you  my  dear, 

But  are  you  going  to  fall  with  the  blowing  breeze, 

Or  just  wither  off  forever... 

In  the  quietness  of  the  dusk,  amidst  the  sounds  of  the  sprinkling 
stream , 

I am  searching  for  those  almond  shaped  sparkling  eyes, 

Only  for  you  my  love, 

But  are  you  just  going  to  slowly  fade  away  with  the  incoming 
darkness , 

Or  shut  it  off  forever... 

In  the  blackness  of  the  night  millions  of  tiny  jewels  are 
beginning  to  flicker, 

I am  trying  to  catch  the  moon 
For  you  lovely  lady, 

But  are  you  going  to  play  hide-and-seek  with  me, 

Or  just  disappear  beneath  the  clouds  forever... 

The  faint  glimmering  candle  and  the  strong  glowing  fire, 

I am  digging  my  soul  for  some  words 
For  you  angel, 

But  are  you  going  to  let  your  mind  wander, 

Or  close  your  ears  forever... 

The  soft  rhythmic  music,  the  mild  aroma  of  romance  in  the  air, 

I am  looking  for  those  exotic,  yet  delicate  fingers 
For  you  sweet-heart, 

But  are  you  going  to  extend  an  invitation, 

Or  fold  them  up  forever... 


Subarna  Bhattachan 


Childhood  II 


Peers 

standing 

in 

f ront 

of 

me . 

Balls 

hitting 

wall 

on 

bo  th 

sides 

of 

my 

head . 

Dori  Esau 

The  Red  Dressedf el  low 

so  much  depends 
upon 

a red  dressed 
fellow 

glazed  with  iced 
water 

beside  the  white 
reindeer 


(with  apologies  to 
William  Carlos  Williams) 


those  James  Nikkei 

tiny  little 
lines  around 
your  eyes 
prop  up 
your 

character 


Marlene  Beeson 


A Calf 


Only  brown  legs,  a shoulder,  white  skull 
visible  in  the  current  of  sand 
like  debris  of  a shipwreck  riding  grey  waves. 
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Was  it  dead  first  and  only  buried 

there,  under  the  bridge?  Not  likely 
Or  frozen  in  a snow  storm, 

and  later  blown  over  with  sand? 

Or  did  the  sand  really  swallow  it  alive 
sucking  it  under,  pushing  into 
eyes,  nose,  mouth,  and  lungs? 

And  if  now  I should  see  it 
resume  the  struggle, 

I would  be  forced  to  rush  down 
and  try  to  save  it. 

Battling  with  it  as  it  churned  frantic 
legs  in  grey  sand,  a horrible 
panic  of  wide  white  rimmed  eyes, 
snorting  and  coughing  and  scraping 
square  teeth,  I would  pull  it  free  of 
the  clutching  swamp  of  sand  and 
clean  dry  sand  from  its  nose  and 
throat  with  cold  red  fingers, 
and  when  I'd  heaved  the  beast  up 
onto  the  bank, 
the  fight  won, 

I'd  see  that  this  weight 
was  clutching  so  tightly 
to  free  from  the  sand 
was  still 

a carcass,  decaying. 


Stacy 


Thies  zen 
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Poem 


Between  the  bulbs  my  brain  burst 
Spewing  stinking  shit  upon  this  sheet 
And  pouring  down  the  past's  imperfections 
Like  a lizard's  laugh  at  life. 

I opened  up 

Swallowing  shit  and  bulb  and  lizard 
And  spat  these  words  like  spit 
Willing  my  work  to  Satan 
I pray  for  God  to  save  me. 

Misery  is  my  master  craft 
My  work  to  tear 

mind  from  soul 
And  leave  beyond  repair 
To  learn  again  the  lesson 
Which,  unlearned,  has  brought  despair 

Too  soon  the  soul  invades ! 

Spills  forth  upon  the  page  and 
Overruns  the  running  over  of  my  thoughts 


Mercy  is  not  for  me 
I must  the  fool  poet  be 


david  gundy 


I lay 
at  home 
some  nights 
hoping  someone 
shot 

the  bulb 
out  of 
your 

bud  light 
or 

when 

the  proofs 
caught  up 
with  you 
they  took 
away 

your  shot  glass 
lime 

and  keys. 


Marlene  Beeson 


My  lady's  eyes  are  orbs  of  cold  blue  steel; 
Her  eyebrows  painted  lines  of  ashen  grey. 

And  oft  i wonder  to  this  very  day 

If  in  this  world  are  passions  she  would  feel. 

My  lady's  skin  is  tender  as  a stone-- 

Her  chill  caress  sends  shivers  down  my  spine. 

We  never  have  shared  candlelight  and  wine; 

I much  prefer  to  eat  my  meals  alone. 

My  lady's  smile  would  melt  your  heart  away 
With  its  seductive,  well-filed  pearly  whites. 
We  met  when  i tried  suicide  one  night-- 
I understand  the  sacrifice  today. 

And  you  are  in  for  quite  a change  of  life 
Should  you,  too,  take  a demon  for  a wife. 


Keith  Neufeld 


Gravity 


One  day  a child 

tripped  on  a crack  in  the  sidewalk  and 

as  the  child  fell  towards  the  unwelcoming  cement 

she  gasped  in  surprise, 

waiting  for  the  inevitable  pain 

to  move  through  her  body  and  the  blood  to  begin  trickling 

sticky  and  screaming  red  from  her  scuffed  knees 

but  it  never  happened 

because  she  regained  her  balance 

and  ran  on  home 

with  her  heart  pounding, 

knowing  she  had  almost  hit  ground. 


Stephanie  Gingerich 


Cancel  My  Subscription 


A letter  mailed  to  Death 
to  cancel  my  subscription 

"Rent's  too  high,  gotta  move" 
Have  to  cut  what  I don't  need 


Think-- 

Death's  circulation  department  is  persistent 
Hope  ! 

as  the  mailbox  swallows 
but 
no  t 
be- 
fore 
so 

quickly  licked 
my  finger 


smudged  my 
new  return 

address 

Did  the 

earth  move 

for 

you 

, Nancy? 

Did  the 

earth  move 

for 

you 

, Nancy? 

James 

Nikkei 

Did 

you  grab  the 

brass 

ring? 

Did  the  tide  lap  at  your  feet 
and  did  the  night  bird  sing? 

Did  you  melt  into  his  arms? 

Did  it  feel  like  paradise? 

Did  you  know  it  would  last  forever 
when  you  looked  into  his  eyes? 

Was  it  just  like  in  those  books 
you  read  to  pass  the  time, 
while  the  kids  are  off  at  school 
and  he's  out  fighting  crime? 

Does  his  love  still  keep  you  smiling 
while  you're  alone  all  day  long? 
Did  you  do  something  you  can  remember 
now  that  it  all  seems  so  wrong? 


Stacy  Thieszen 


The  Communion  Song  (Honey,  Would  You  Pass  Me  a Toothpick) 

Put  a pinch  of  Jesus 

between  your  cheek  and  gum 
Tasty  crumbs  so  saintly 

salvation'll  surely  come 

Hocus  corpus  meum-- 

it  ceases  to  be  bread 
Blood  from  wine  transf orming-- 
it  rushes  to  your  head 

Eating  bits  and  pieces 

of  the  Father's  only  son 
Totemistic  habits-- 

too  sweet  to  overcome. 


Alain  Epp 


Today  was  a beauti 
I wanted  to  share 
but  as  I cannot,  I 

ful  snowfall, 
it  with  you, 
will  write. 

I had  a dog 
who  shit  on 
it  was  a mess 

because 

a hair  flew  in 
my  face 

and  the  lemonade 
came  dripping 
down  like 
a leaky  water 
facet . 


Terry  Rempel 


Honesty 


I wish  your  flesh  was  like  Gumby ' s , because  then  I'd  be  able  to 
twist  and  stretch  you  into  any  form  that  I desired. 

I'd  love  it  if  I could  put  you  in  a tank  of  formaldehyde  and  make 
you  as  hard  as  a rock. 

Better  yet,  I wish  you  were  a ball  of  silly  putty  because  then  I 
could  smash  you  into  any  comic  strip  or  section  of  the  newspaper, 
leaving  you  easy  to  read  and  very  vulnerable. 

I wish  that  you  were  a bouquet  of  wild  flowers,  because  after 
you'd  dried  and  withered,  I'd  make  you  into  potpourri  and  burn 
you . 

If  you  were  dust,  I'd  buy  some  'Pledge'  and  wipe  you  out  of  my 
life  without  ever  stopping  to  think  twice. 

Wait.  This  is  so  foolish. 

What  am  I saying? 

What  I honestly  wish  is  that  you  were  a piano.  Then  I could  run 
my  fingers  up  and  down  you  and  I'd  be  the  master  of  something 
Grand . 


Jennifer  L.  Miller 


Part 


Synopses  of  the  Great  Religions  of  the  World 
in  Seven  Short  Revelations 


One:  Judaism 


Ho  ly 

words 

in 

a rush 

say 

softly 

in 

another 

"You 

are  an 

ou 

tsider , 

Part  Two: 

Catholicism 

of  meaning;  secret  melodies 
language , 
stay  there.” 


A Mexican  beggar  drops  her  earnings  in  the  silver  box 
under  a holy  painting  of  the  white  baby  Jesus. 

That  is  vital. 

The  Vatican  is  over  budget  this  year. 


Part 


Part 


Three 

• 

Pro 

tes  tantism 

Jesus 

ha 

tes 

homosexuality 

Jesus 

ha 

tes 

communism . 

Jesus 

ha 

tes 

abortion . 

Jesus 

ha 

tes 

drinking . 

Jesus 

ha 

tes 

drugs . 

Jesus 

ha 

tes 

sin . 

Jesus 

ha 

tes 

• • • 

Jesus 

ha 

tes 

• • 

Jesus 

ha 

tes 

• 

Four : 

I 

slam 

Kill 

kill  martyr  die 

kill  kill  die  kill 

die  kill 

kill  die 
die  kill  martyr 


Hinduism 


Part  Five: 

Gold  casts  formed  my  body. 
Clay  made  yours. 

You  deserve  to  be  poor. 

Part  Six:  Buddhism 

The  novice  asked, 

"But  what  of  the  atom  bomb?" 
The  master  replied,  "Om." 
Don't  you  feel  better  now? 

Part  Seven:  New  Age 

Your  soul 
is  a tiny  flower 
beside  a reflecting  pool 
of  self  love. 


Benjamin  L.  Harder 


The  prairie  was  cold 

when  I woke  up  alone  and  remembered: 

Cruiser  King 

We'd  go  out,  he  and  I 

to  his  favorite  faceless  meat  market. 

He'd  slide  out  to  cruise 

and  I'd  watch  with  vicarious  addiction 

running  my  finger  around  the  rim  of  my  beer  glass. 

I could  never  find  the  lines  he  had. 

He'd  get  them  every  time. 

Damn  him. 

Damn  me  for  being  the  ass 

that  would  go  home  with  only 

the  smell  of  someone  else's  smoke. 

When  he  came  to  visit  that  day 
I was  the  one  with  the  lines. 

I used  them  well 
to  get  him  laid 

and  went  home  to  make  out  with  the  pillow  again. 


Don  Duncan 


Wet  Dream 


I rolled  out  of  bed  last  night 
despite  the  fear  that  I was  right 
about  my  buried  notion: 
when  darkness  falls 
carpet  turns  to  ocean 


James  Nikkei 


David . 


If  it  weren't  for  the  fact  that  the  telephone 
line  at  the  train  station  is  always  busy 
I would  have  left  you 
long  ago. 

But , 

sweet  fortune  for  you, 

my  escape  routes  were  always  delayed 

just 

long  enough 

for  you  to  convince  me. 

Well. 

Next  time, 

I won ' t be  lied  to 

by  your  gentle  green  eyes,  pleading. 

Your  effusions  of  flattery 
will  dial  the  numbers 
and  your  charming  kisses 
will  drive  me  to  the  station. 

Your  penitent  gifts 
on  lay-away  at  Macy's 
will  wave  good-bye  for  you. 

And  you  will 

use  your  tanned  six-miles-a-day 

legs  to  walk  away 

with  my  heart  in  the  breast 

pocket  of  your  London  Fog  overcoat. 


Beth  Hege 


blank 


i am  lonely 

nothing  hollow 

you  are  empty  wasted  beaches 

we  are  ghosts  devoid  of  laughter 

holding  windows  into  brightly 


rounded  deserts  growing  nothing 

open  barren 

kept  from  weeping  always  silent 

whitewashed  halls 

shadows  stay  unbroken  darkness 

floodlights 

'til  the  morning  changes  nothing 

shine  on  sunny  skies 

dripping  out  of  open  eyes 

standing  truth  upon  the  lies 


Benjamin  L.  Harder 


Grandfather 


I. 

The  summer  we  went  to  the  Indian  Reservation 
I ran  to  the  edge  of  the  river 
that  was  your  childhood 

and  I,  twelve-years-wise  stood  deep  in  cold 
gurgling  water  and  saw  your  brown  feet 
running  on  banks  of  velvet  moss,  I smelled 
sweat  on  your  back,  and  heard  the  chi Id- laughter 
of  your  lips  waiting  to  be  quenched  with  pure  water. 

I stood,  and  you  tossed  back  your  head  of  vibrant  black 
strands,  and  stirred  from  your  belly  a shout 
that  bounded  like  a fawn  through  the  canyon. 

You  were  with  me  then,  and  all  our  Ancestors, 
as  real  and  invisible  as  water's  vapors. 


II. 

When  we  met  as  grown-ups 

I felt  my  stomach  twist  with  love 

and  the  sadness  of  my  unborne  child 

whose  eyes  could  not  have  been  so  brown, 

or  cheeks  so  bold  as  yours,  or  ever  would  have  feet 

to  step  in  cold  currents  and  know 

the  Oneness  of  generations, 

or  the  tears  of  the  Nez  Perce. 


III. 

When  they  told  me  you  were  gone 
I felt  too  weak  to  stand  abandoned, 
my  brown  legs  almost  gave  themselves  up 
to  swirl  with  madness  downstream  to  meet  you. 
I wanted  to  know  with  words,  not  water. 

Sweet  Eagle  Piatote, 

now  you  are  my  Ancestor, 

carried  away  in  the  flux  of  the  River. 


Beth  Hege 


Last  run 


By  chance  of  separate  paths 
we  met  again 

The  surprise  and  frightened  safeguard 
of  joyful  reunited  smile. 

"How  have  you  been?  You  look  great" 

we  said  (as  rehearsed  in  that  play  we  knew). 

As  good  friends,  we  recalled 
an  old  costume  party 

I was  Judas. 

We  couldn't  remember  who  you  were. 

You  talked  of  lunches  long  with  bad  coffee 
and  how  we  sang  young  ideologies. 

I thought  we  still  hummed  them  more  or  less 
and  felt  like  window  glass  in  winter. 

They  had  become  'good  old'  by  now 
and  fell  around  us  dry  and  yellowed. 

I secretly  cursed  you,  and  you,  me 
for  upsetting  the  old  balance. 

You  became  interested  in  my  shoes 
and  I,  fixed  on  your  earring. 

Then  pause.  "Got  to  get  going," 

we  lied  (the  playwright  was  bad  at  endings). 


Don  Duncan 


At  night  I wait, 

Ears  pricked  to  the  sounds  of  the  universe. 
Child-wide  eyes,  awake  as  two  full  moons, 

Tense,  as  silent  dark  becomes  shrieks  of  anguished 
I squint  as  you  flash  into  my  mind, 

Wince,  as  you  trudge  through  me 
Like  leafing  through  a sodden  book. 

You  disappear,  while  I gaze  at  the  smile-red  scar. 


I harden  my  eyes, 
dimming  love's  light 


a cold  dull  star. 


sky . 


Stephanie  Gingerich 


£ 


Light  in  Fall 


The  falling  light  of  autumn  slants  headlong 
down  the  streets  and  touches  all  the  leaves 
left  lying.  The  cobblestones  have  strong 
sharp  shadows  where  the  frosted  earth  has  heaved. 

Last  summer's  tyrant  rays  turn  dainty,  nimble,  slight 
they  husband  their  contested  force,  caress 
twin  sycamores-- their  bark  now  better  than  bright, 
a subtle  disavowal  of  fancy  dress. 

The  branches  lay  a winter  tracery 

on  the  wall  their  summer  leaves  had  screened 

and  teach  us  to  begin  to  better  see 

what  richness  owed  the  strength  on  which  it  leaned. 
Amen!  Give  this  seductive  light  consent 
to  soften  us  toward  the  dark's  advent. 


Greta  Hiebert 


I am  waiting 


and  my  heart  continues  to  flutter 

in  anticipation  of 

that  great  moment 

when  it  is  united  with  its 

own  true  love, 

and  my  hand  is  waiting 

for  that  burst  of  creativity 

to  send  it  scurrying  brilliantly, 

and  my  mind  is  waiting 

for  a sudden  inspiration, 

for  understanding  of  it  all, 

for  the  knowledge  that  will  make  me 

the  equal  of  all  those 

to  whom 

I shall  allude 

so  literarily. 


(with  apologies  to  Lawrence  Ferlinghetti) 


Stacy  Thieszen 
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